BEPPO.

IV.

You'd better walk about begirt with briars,
Instead of coat and smallclothes, than put on

A single stitch reflecting upon friars,
Although you swore it only was in fun;

They'd haul you o'er the coals, and stir the fires
Of Phlegethon with every mother's son,

Nor say one mass to cool the caldron's bubble

That boil'd your bones, unless you paid them double.

But saving this, you may put on whatever
You like by way of doublet, cape, or cloak,

Such as in Monmouth-street, or in Eag Fair,
Would rig you out in seriousness or joke;

And even in Italy such places are,

With prettier name in softer accents spoke,

Tor, bating Covent Garden, I can hit on

No place that's called "Piazza" in Great Britain.

This feast is named the Carnival,2 which being
Interpreted, implies "farewell to flesh:"

So call'd, because the name and thing agreeing,
Through Lent they live on fish both salt and fresh.

But why they usher Lent with so much glee in,
Is more than I can tell, although I guess

*Tis as we take a glass with friends at parting,

In the stage-coach or packet just at starting.

And thus they bid farewell to carnal dishes,
And solid meats, and highly spiced ragouts,

To live for forty days on ill-dress'd fishes,
Because they have no sauces to their stews ;

A thing which causes many "poohs" and "pishes,"
And several oaths (which would not suit the Muse),

From travellers accustomed from a boy

To eat their salmon, at the least, with soy,-